In the pitch-dark street, Olga took Michaud's arm and
led him unresisting through the night. ' If you only knew
how happy I am/ she said more than once. Michaud,
however, was not altogether happy. He was thinking of
his wife and especially of Antoine, whose behaviour he had
so cruelly suspected. However, he merely felt faintly
uneasy, not in the least remorseful. He still closed his mind
to the purpose of this groping journey, and once he said in
a voice that rang false: ' Where are you taking me, my
little Olga ? ' However, it was without the slightest hesita-
tion that he entered the building where she lodged, and
followed her upstairs.

* I can't stay very long,' he murmured as he took off his
overcoat; and, in fact, he did not stay more than half an
hour. She did not try to detain him, from fear of getting
him into trouble at home. ' But I hate to let you go.'
More than once she said how anxious she was to see him
again, and as she had to be out of Paris next day, they
arranged to meet in the afternoon of the day following,
which was Easter Eve. As he was about to leave, Michaud
seemed embarrassed, and timidly raised a hand to his
breast pocket, but Olga stopped the gesture with a word or
two of affectionate reproach.

It was not much after midnight when he got back to the
Rue Berthe. Helene was already feeling uneasy. The
streets had been closed for more than an hour past except
to those with special permission. He might have been
arrested by a patrol. Michaud explained that he had been
very well received at Tiercelin's place, so much so that he
had found it difficult to get away.

' As for Antoine, I am quite easy in my mind. Tiercelin,
who is an excellent fellow and seems very fond of Antoine,
doesn't think there is any sort of love-affair. . . .'

Michaud talked at great length about his evening with